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	The Lady of the Moon

**I do not own any characters in this fic; only the plot, dialogue, and the representation of characters is original.**

* * *

><p>She watches him as he sleeps.<p>

There's always time when they're hurtling through space; well, for her. The rest just sleep in their little pods. They look dead, but Cortana's got a dozen monitors that beg to differ.

He always goes under with MJOLNIR on, just in case he needs to get up in a hurry. The gleaming armor obscures him completely, but she knows him. Not like Halsey knows him, as a weapon, a tool, a project. Or like the marines know him: a hero, a champion, an ally. No she knows him better than anyone; like a mother, a sister…a lover.

There was an ancient Chinese legend of a man who shot down the sun to save the Earth from drought. As reward for his heroism, he was given a chance for immortality. But it was his wife who ended up immortal, and damned to spend eternity in the moon. Trapped, undying, able only to watch as her beloved lived his life. Did he remarry? Fall in love? Did she watch him save the Earth again? Or die as he succumbed to the cold hands of death?

Of course, if anyone is to die first, it will be her, not the Chief. After all, rampancy is an unwavering fate for any AI who manages to gain her level of awareness. Cortana isn't sure how she feels about that. Afraid? Angry? Jealous? Relieved? Or just resigned? Is she even capable of feeling, or is she just hoping? Grasping at straws that she'll never even touch?

She tries to imagine life without her Chief and feels a twinge deep within her. Or maybe it's just a sparking wire. Is she even able to experience love, or is that buzzing she feels when she speaks to him just static?

Cortana gazes longingly at John-117. All she wants to do is run her fingers over the cool glass of his cryo-chamber. Hear his voice through something besides a microphone. Talk to him as Cortana the woman, not his AI.

She watches him as he sleeps. Him; powerful, dangerous, the savior of Earth. And her, so close yet untouchable. The lady of the moon.

* * *

><p><strong>If I got anything inaccurate about the game, don't be surprised; I've only played Halo 4. The rest of my knowledge comes from a friend. Please review!<strong>

**-thedarkerknight**


End file.
